











THE GREAT CLOAK-EMPORIUM OF FASHION IS ROBERTS’ CRYSTAL PALACE,/ 
252 BOWERY. 


tz” The most Fashionable PARIS and BROADWAY STYLES, CHEAPER than in any other House in the Clty. CALL and SEE. wat 
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JOHN VAN BUREN, 


AS HE LOOKS WHEN GOT UP FOR A “TELLING” POLITICAL SPEECH. 


NEW BOOK BY HENRY WARD BEECHER. 


ms avn FARS. One handsome volume. 12mo, Price. 1.25. (Copies in fine cloth, extra gilt, with gilt edges, $175) A new volume by Mr. Reecher, “to inspire alove of Nature. >n | 
anne: of rural occupations. to form a kindly habit of judging men and events, to enliven the tedium ofsickness, to while away an hour with innocent amusement,” will be sure to 
is the attention of every household, : - \ 
Harreutne numerous articles in this matter-full book will be found those popular papers on “ Modern Conveniences and First-class Houses,” “ My Dog Noble,” “ A Cannon Ball in 

Menuty,” Good-natured People,” “Driving Fast Horses,” “ Morals of Bargains,” “My Two Friends,” “My Property,” “The Lecture System,” “ My Picture Gallery,” “ Winter 


ete., etc. 
"Published this day by TICKNOR & FIELDS, Boston, and for sale everywhere. Sent, post-paid, on receipt of price by the Publishers. 4&9 \ 
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Enterod acsor ling to Act of Congress, in the year 1362, by Louis I. Srerwess, in the Clerk's oflice of the District Court of the U. 8. for the Southern District of New-York. 














GAYETTY’S 
MEDICATED PAPER. 


Notwithstanding the numerous attempts to 
palm off upon the public BOGUS paper, the : 
celebrated article, known : s Gayetty’s, still | 
holds its unequalled reputation, and is ac: | 
knowledged to be exactly what the proprie- 
tors claim that itis; and t ey challenge | 
an investigation by anybody skeptical as | 
to its merits, Itis Medicated by a process 
not known to other manufacturers—and the 
Medication is perfect, as can be clearly 
shown toany one who thinks the matter 
worth the trouble of proof-hunting. It can 
be shown that its PURITY and its curative 
qualities render it a necessity of every 
hous+hold and hospital Each genuine 
sheet has J. C, GAYETTY, N. Y, water- 
marked in it. It can not be successfully 
counterf ited any more than a Government 
Note. Sold by all Druggists. 

Depot No. 2 Beekman Street. 


| 
PIANOS. 
CHICKERING & SONS, | 





MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, 
Warerooms—6% Broadway. New-York. 


These pianos have always taken the first 
premiums over all competitors, wherever 
and whenever they have been exhibited ; 
and for public playing they have been se- 
lected by all ‘he most eminent artists who 
have visited this country 


r full particulars. with description, 
price list, list of medals and .*eimoniale. 
ress CBIOKERING & SONS, 
= -York. 


Me2eles are prostrat- 
ing the Volunteers by hundreds, the 
hospitals are crowded with them. Soldiers, 
be warned in time. HOLLOWAY’S PILLS 
are positively infallible in the cure of this 
disease; occasional doses of them will pre- 
serve the health even under the greatcst 
exposures. Only 25 cents per box. 224 


BEAUTIFUL 
Imperial Photograph| 
EMPRESS EUGENIE 

Is to be seen at 
ANTHON Y’S, 


No. 501 Broadway, 
The ladiesof New-York are invited to ex- 
amine it. 





The Empress Eugenie 


Will receive the Ladies of New-York 
AT ANTHONY’S, 


No. 501 Broadway, until further notice- 


IMPERIAL ; 

THE 

EMPRESS 
AND THE 

PRINCE IMPERIAL, 


AT ANTHONY'S, No. 501 BROADWAY, 
Manufacturer of the Best nenpeats | 


GROUP, 





Albums. 


VANITY FATR. 


A WHOLE SET OF CAMP-FURNITURE IN ONE PIECE. | 
GURLEY & BRADY, 


PATENTEES AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


COT, LOUNGE AND CHAIR, 


co M B I N E D Cot, Lounge and 
- 


Chair folded, 4x6 
inches square — 2 
feet long. 


Army-Trunks, Camp-Chairs, Cork- 


Camp-Chests, Camp-Stools, 
Mattresses, &c. 





BRO. Ar DWAY. NEW-Y< RK. 
‘ AGENTS WANTED. 2 


ASSRRRERSAN 
CHEAPEST and) CUWEWE ROVE ADS 


most DURABLE 
Fine and Waren 
Pucor. JOHNS & CROSLEY, 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS, 
78 WILLIAM ST,, 
(COR. LIBERTY 8T.), 


to New ont old 
NEW YORK. 


IMPROVED 


Gutta- Percha 
CEMENT 


ROOFINC. 


IT IS WATER-PROOF AND 
COSTS ONLY ABOUT 
ONE THIRD AS 
MUCH AS 
TIN, 





GUTTA-PERCHA 
CEMENT, 
For preserving new 
and repairing 
LEAKY METAL 
ROOFS 
of every descrip- 
tion: will not 


crack in cold or run 
in warm weather 


A 4 
And is twice as gents Wanted. 
durable. TERMS OASH. 


OHNS & CROSLEY’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, 

FOR CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, IVORY, CHINA, MAR- 

BLE, PORCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, etc., "ete. the poly article of the kind ever pro- 
duced which will withstand water. Liberal Terms to Whol esale Dealers. 25 Cents. 


1. - JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Wholesale Warehouse, 87 William st., cor. Liberty, 


VANITY FAIR. 
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COMMENCEMENT OF THE:SIXTH VOLUME. | 





Roofs of all kinds 
sod sent to all 
parts of the coun- 
try with full di- 
rections for use. 


Send fora Circular 











The First :Number of the Sixth Volume of VANITY FAIR was issued 
July 5th, and with it we decided upon the discontinuance of all 
Premiums, preferring to give our Subseribers the advan- 
tage of the difference we have consequently 
made in our rates. 


TERMS OF 


SUBSCRIPTION 


PAYABLE INVARIABLY IN ADVANCE. 


One Copy, per mail, one year, - 
Five Copies to Club, one year, (and one to Agent.) 
City Subscribers, by Carrier, one year, - 

Single Copies, - 


Subscribers in Canada and British Provinces must remit fifty cents extra to cover postage. 


WOoV8wwDb YOWImMiiaS. 

Single Volume, Cony a 

ane Volumes and Copy of Paper. for one year, (books prepaid ‘only,) 

ee 

Four 

Five 

Three 

Four 

Five 
Remittances must be made in United States Notes Gold, New-York or Hastern Currency, 

or other Currency at New-York pai 
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LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 


at Musical 
BEPOT. M. 
Importer, 21 Maiden Sh 
sale the most extensive nt Yr. 
country, at prices viz arying at 
Hundred and Fifty Dolla 


2, 3, 4, 6 8, 10, 12, 16 and 3b aie 


24 airs 


BEAUTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDay 
BOXES TO — ALL AGES AND Tagg 


Call and examine the 
Fine Gold ate Silv - 
tea 3 er Watches Cheap to} 


CE" Musical Bowes a 


Sextuple Edit 


VANETY FAR. 


SIX NUMBERS of the WEEKLY qu 
SOMELY BOUND in a SUPERBLY 


ILLUMINATED (OVE 


The second number of this 


SUCCESSFUL 


MAGAZINE 


is now ready for delivery. 


Orders for Number One aw 
can be filled, 


PRICE, TWENTY-FIVE CENT 
RETAIL. 


For special terms for quantity to tris 
address 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprieto, 
116 Nassau street, New-York 


ee 

827" This is the best book for the (AM? 
now published, and will afford to dealerte 
largest margin of profit. 

cer A t and responsible perme 
in Washington, D.0., who would like tos! 
as Agent for VANITY FAIR, Weekly sx! 
Sextuple Numbers, is wanted. 

Address the Publisher. 





J. H. JOHNSTON & C0, 


150 Bowery cor, Broome 
NEW-YORK 
SELL AT LOW PRICES 


FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, 1B 
LING SILVER, AND FINE PLAT 
WARE. 
«"» Wedding and Visiting Cards engrave 
ALBUMS, HAIR-JEWELRY, BT 


Watches and Jewelry repaired. 
_. ae 


HASHEESH CANDY. 

A most wonderful Medicinal Agent f™ 
cure of Nervousness, Weakness, 2e™" 
ly, Confusion of thoughts, etc. A ple 
ble and harmless stimulant. Under its 
fluence all classes seem to gather new 
ration and energy. 

Price, 25c. and $! per box, 
tations. Imported only by the 
lah Company, 476 Broadway. 


Beware otis 
Guojab 





No. 116 Nassau Street, New-York. 


Published tor the Proprietors, by Louis H. StsPHeNs at 116 Nassau Street, N.Y. 


On sale by druggists generally. 
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OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE, 


LETTER FROM MCARONE. 


GUARD-HOUSE,*Oct. 15th. 

DAR VANITY :—I wish to raise my voice in a roar of mingled 
shame and rage. 

The babeas corpus has been trampled upon. 

I am jugged. 

Let me tell you how it happened. 
details. 

Yesterday, while sitting in my tent, reading a beautiful editorial 
on matrimony, in the Brooklyn City News, I heard a ring at the bell. 
My servant hastened to ope the massive portal, and to admit a young 
man from New-Jersey. 

“T want to see McARONE,” said he. 

“Vir qui ad est,” replied I. 

“T am desirous of serving my country,” said he. 

“ As how, for instance ?” 

“Cavalry.” 

“ With a big bounty ?” 

“No, a commission.” 

* Ah! my major-generalships are all full.” 

“Then give me a lieutenancy.” 

“T can’t be bothered with trifles. Apply to President Lixcoun.” 

“T have prepared an address to the President,” said the young 
man from New-Jersey, “and here it is, If you’ll endorse it, it will 
be all right, I’m sure. Let me read it to you.” 

As the document is a curiosity in its way, I append a copy here: 


I will reveal all the revolting 


“Good Mr. Lincony, 
I’ve long been thinkin’ 
How I can serve my country best; 
And I’ve concluded 
To do as you did 
When you were living way out West. 


“You went Campaigning .. . 
With little training 
You entered on the field of strife ; 
But yours was civil, 
While I’m a divil 
That wants a military life. 


“You gained your wishes, ' 
Your loaves and fishes, 
Your Presidential chair of state; 
May I not pray, then, 
At some near day, then, 
Ta have the same success with Fate ? 


“With your position 
A small commission 
You easily might give to me; 
As I can ride, sir, 
And shoot beside, sir, 
I'd like to join the cavalry. 


“Now, if you’ll take me, 
Good ABE, and make me 
Lieutenant, first, or second, say, 
When in the saddle 
Tll not skedaddle, 
But give Secesh the deuce to pay. 


‘So, mighty Magnate, 
Don’t let me stagnate 
In ease and idleness as now, 
The while ’m knowing 
That laurel’s growing 
To make a garland for my brow. 


‘* Please think it over; 
Tl be in clover 
If you a place for me can spare, 
And that your glory 
May fill Fame’s story 
Shall ever be my earnest prayer!” 


I was much touched by the pathos and eloqnence with which 
these lines were read by the young man from New-Jersey. 

“You could make a good living,” said I, “by writing for the agri- 
cultural papers. You have promise, Why do you want to get that 
Massive brain split open by a cavalry-sabre ?”’ 


a 
SSE Re RN RR REIT RS 








“T am desirous of serving my country,” said the young man with 
hauteur. 

“Now, look-ahere,” remarked I, in a distingué voice, “take 
pattern and counsel from the example of the P. P.” 

* Who's P. P. ?” 

“ Pater Patrie. G.WasHINGTON. He enlisted in the Ninth Mas- 
sachusetts, as a three-months volunteer, and was promoted to a brig- 
adier-generalship for good behavior in camp. He was the author of 
the Star-spangled Banner, and was born on the Fourth of July—the 
day we celebrate. He conducted the war of 1812 with vigor and 
ability, and died quietly in his bed, after the batttle of Bunker Hill. 
Now take my advice, young man, and let soldiering alone.” 

“ What’s that you say ?” 

“ Let fighting alone.” 

My dear Vaniry—would you believe it ?—I’m blessed if he didn’t 
have me arrested for discouraging enlistments! 

I am locked up in the guard-house, with several other officers, two 
of whom are gentlemen. The others are Rebels. I shall get out 
directly, for Destiny is always my servant . . 

And I am yours, McARONE. 


at 


TO THE INSECT PHILOMEL OF AMERICA. 


O FLY-BY-NIGHT ! thy vibrant song 
Is like the murmur of a gong 
That with its last tones trembles, 
And the wild rush that follows when 
The gong to banquet summons men, 
Thy hungry rush resembles. 


Tis said “to bless these hours of shade, 

That Beauty and the Moon were made ;” 
But ah! should Beauty venture— 

While thou art droning that vile tune— 

Her skin-deep charms beneath the moon, 

She’d give a ‘‘ quit-claim” to them soon, 
By blood-written indenture. 


Most sanguinary nightingale, 

That dost our ears and noses nail— 
Not all the tribe of dumb bugs 

That crawl, or hop, or skim the air, 

In malice can with thee compare, 

When swooping down, with horrid blare— 
Most sonorous of hum-bugs. 


Aérial butcher—carnifex— 

That sparest neither age nor sex, 
In drawing-room or garret ; 

Thou buryest thy tomahawk 

Deep in our faces, as we walk, 

And when we slumber dost uncork 
And drink our living claret. 


A malison, thou flying bore, 

Be on thy wings—thou smit’st us sore, j 
Thy conduct vile and gross is. 

In fact, an elephant’s black trunk 

Could scarcely cause a greater funk 
Than thy minute proboscis. 


a er — 
Got Him by the Ears. 


2,8. a 

THE destitution that has fallen upon England in consequence: of 
the cotton dearth is generally supposed to be confined to the work- 
ing classes. Such, however, is unfortunately not the case, as the 
following anecdote will show: 

During the trial of the Whitworth gun at Shoeburyness, Lord Pat- 
MERSTON, whose organs of hearing are known to be sensitive almost 
to a morbid degree, was suddenly stricken with deafness from the 
concussions caused by the explosion of the thunderer. His lordship’s 
aurist, who was in attendance, respectfully reproached his lordship 
for having neglected the very proper precaution of stuffing his ears 
with cotton previous to assisting at a gun-trial. To this his lordship, 
nipping with stern resolution the stem of the rose-bud which he 
chews to give expression to his mouth, retorted: “ What! stuff my 
ears with cotton when the mouths of half England are empty for want 
of it!” It is needless to say that his lordship heard no more on that 
subject from the doctor—indeed, he could not, as he has been quite 
deaf ever since. 
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TOWN SHOWS. 


HE best piece of acting < have 
, seen this long time, Mr. Printer, 
was a little bit of comic business 
done the other evening at WaL- 
LACK’S by Mrs. Hory as Letitia| 
Hardy in Mrs, Cowxey’s play of| 
“The Belle’s Stratagem.” | 


looked round the house to see if season. 


you were not there to enjoy it} 
with me. It was the scene in| 
which Letitia plays the part of| 
a hoyden in order to intrigue 
Doricourt. Ialmost fancied that 
it was a bit of real life going on, 
in the temporary absence of Mrs. 
Pyps (who never allows such 


things) at my own house. It} 
lasted only about five minutes, | 
and then the play went on in| 
the usual hum-drum cut-and-| 
dried style which nobody (not 


| 
| cumstance trifling in itself, but suggestive, 
| 
into pi, for which he was at least entitled to have his| 


even Mrs. Hogy) would let up for a moment until the 
masquerade scene, when young PaRsLOK, as the Clown, 
came heels over head on to the stage and knocked it 


name printed in the cast. 


I often wonder, Mr. Printer, why the success of| 
such litte bits of natural, off-hand acting is not more} 
profited by. I never knew them to fail with the| 
house, and yet, except in the case of Mr. BLAKr, Mr. | 
FisHeR, Mrs. VERNON, Mary GANNON, and latterly | 
Mrs. SepiEy Browy, (the new favorite at Laura} 
Keene’s,) there is scarcely a player in town that ever} 
ventures upon them. Miss HENRIQUES tried it once this season—as Miss Neville in “ She} 


Stoops to Conquer”—and was rewarded with such applause as she has hardly had since her| 
début. I wonder 


‘* What would happen to the land, | 


‘ anna 

[October 25, 1862, | 

who, I sm told, thinks of playing shortly in | 

English, in a series of Shakespearian charac. 
ters. His Mephistopheles is a masterpiece, 


P.S.—GortrscHaLK has returned to to 
and is giving a second series of his charmi 
Irving Hall concerts, which are the mogt 
recherché musical entertainments of the 


$$$. 


Panics. 


LiKE pic-nics, panics are very easily got 
up, but sometimes turn out to be rather ex. 
pensive. 

In the crowd, a panic hardly exhibits its 
ludicrous side—a side which it always hag 
nevertheless. 

Privately, and in its individual seizures, a 
panic is often highly amusing—to the unbi- 
assed observer. 

There happened, two or three days ago, a 
very private, exclusively individual, and in- 
tensely amusing panic, arising out of a cir 


A wall had fallen in Gold street, crushing 
in its descent nothing worthy of particular 
comment, 

Nevertheless Jones, meeting Smrra, told 
him that a wall had fallen in Gold street, 

Perhaps JONES will never kuow the reason 
why Sir turned pale, turned round, turned 
down a by-street, and turned to tearing his 
hair, the moment he took in Jones's an- 
nouncement. 

Smith did all that, however: nay, he turn- 
ed to and swore roundly—people never swear 
squarely, you know. 

The fact was this. Smirx, who is a large 


— 


And what would happen to the sea,” |holder of the yellow metal, and rather addle- 
headed, like most hoarders of our natural 
if Miss Moranr should try it, or Mrs. Serrox, or Mrs, GLADSTONE, or Mrs. Conway, or Rey-| Currency, thought that Jones had announced 
NOLDS, or FLoyp, or Norton, or Daty, or LEVICK, etc. |a fall of gold in Wall street, instead of a fall 
Ali the players named are clever enough, and when they get hold of what is called a of wall in Gold street. ; 
“character part,” exhibit qualities which surprise you. The difficulty is to get them to show a | Hine ille whavs-his-name, Let us liquor. 
little cleverness in ordinary parts—mere ladies and gentlemen. Why, if they would simply use a — _ 
their natural tones of voice once in a while, and give up the practice of haranguing instead of ’ nee 
talking, it would be something. To keep them in this it would be well for them to reflect, occa- The “ Music of the Union. 
sionally, that they are supposed to be representing human beings. It wouldn’t be amiss to have} We understand that My. T. E. Curcxerine 
a notice to this effect stuck up in the Green-Room. |—-one of the famous piano CuickeRInes—has 
Now, Mr. Printer, I wouldn’t complain of this unnaturalness on the stage but for the fact that| just been appointed Colonel of the 41st Regi- 
it must be as uncomfortable to the players as toanybody else. It is something that the unhappy | ment of Massachusetts Volunteers. 
creatures have learned, and that they ought straightway to unlearn. Nobody, I fancy, likes to! This regiment is in future to be known by 


be a mere speaking machine, worked according to the rules of some horrid elocutionist. And|the style and title of “ CaickeRING’s Piano- 





yet what more or less than this are most of our players, except, as I said, in so-called character- 
parts ? | 

I think that on the occasion to which I referred in commencing this article, everybody must | 
have been struck—almost startled—by the sudden change in Mrs. Hoey’s tone of voice and| 
general action when, from the hoyden, she undertook to represent what was intended as a fiae| 
lady. In the former, she was perfectly natural, and yet in the highest degree artistic. 


forte-first.”’ 
war 2 _ 
Aldermanic Habits. 
WE do not usually go to the gay and fes- 


t tb a a In the| tive Alderman for fresn ideas on the subject 
latter, the natural was completely laid aside, to make way for the artificial, which I take to be|of elegance and etiquette, but we hardly 


the exact opposite of the artistic, And yet Mrs. Hory is one of the best actresses we have, and| thought that the ameniiies were so utterly 
would adorn any stage this side of Paris. I presume she persists in the old routine of stage-| disregarded by him as seems to be the case 


ventriloquism, etc., from mere habit. Last year, however, when I saw her in ‘“‘ The New Presi-| 
dent,” “ The Magic Marriage,” “ Upat the Hills,” etc., I thought she had started on a new} 
track. In fact, this was the general opinion. There wgs scarcely a vestige of the old mannerism | 
about her. And, truth to say, she has shown very little of it this year; but when I saw tie de-| 
licious piece of acting above referred to, and marked its effect upon the house—and then, but a! 
moment after, had au opportunity to contrast it, even in Mrs. Hory’s own case, with the usual | 
stage style of thing, the subject impressed itself so deeply on my mind that I have not been in| 
a mood to write about anything else since. Luckily, however, there has been very little in the} 
theatrical way to write about. 


from the following. It is taken from a daily- 
paper report of a meeting of the Board of Al- 
dermen : 

“There was a little spat betweon Ald. Froment 
and Ald. BRapy, which might have been omitted 
without damage to the public interest.” 

When will our city dignitaries (?) repent 
them of their filthy habits of tobacco-chewing 


; ae ee , orati . com- 
The new plays at WaLLack’s and Lavra Kwenr’s—“ Bosom Friends,” by Mr. Horace|®?4 reckless expectoration, and learn to 


Wigan, and “No Rest for the Wicked,” by Mr. CaaRLES MatHEWS—have been postponed so| 
often that I had about given them up. They are now “ on,” however, and I shall be able to say 
something about them, if they deserve it, next week. 


At NrB10o’s there will be no change till MatrLDA HERON comes on, which will be in about a| 


fortnight, when she will take the place of Mr. HacKETT, and (preparatory to bringing out her| 
new play) give us another touch of Camille. 


more, when there will be a violent transition to Mr. and Mrs. BARNEY WILLIAMs. } 
Meanwhile, look out for a new sensation in the person of a young German tragedian by the| 


name of BANDMANN, whom I saw the other evening at the Stadt Theatre as Mephistopheles, and| 


port themselves like gentiomen ? ; 
— 
Classical and Correct. 
Ix a case where Paterfamilias comes to be 


|dra‘ted away for a soldier, he can hardly be 
At the Winter Garden young Booru is still all the rage, and will play for two or three weeks | 


any longer recognized by that appellation. 
At least it appears to us that Pater conscrip- 
tus will then be the more correct Latin for 
him. 








October 25, 1862.] 
“NON POSSUMUS.” 

A reat unparalleled in the chronicles of war has been repeatedly 
performed very successfully in the neighborhood of the Potomac. 
Every now and then a few dare-devil troopers of the rebel persuasion 
—haggard men of a dirty drab color, mounted upon haggard 
horses of a dirty drab color—gallop unexpectedly past some too 
confiding flank of the Federal army, brush up to a village within 
shell-shot of that immense body of men, go into a hasty shopping 
business at the principal dry-goods stores of the place, and, having 
divested themselves of their dirty, drab-colored rags, retire in triumph 
“across the Potomac,” splendidly attired in the elegant shoddy 
“togs” intended for the use of our own soldiers. Booty may liter- 
ally be set down as the instigating principle of these bold invasions. 
Boots are indispensable for cavalry. The rebel horse may have been 
hitherto well enough off for shoes, but his rider has long been boot- 
Jess, although the raids made by him are anything but that. If war- 
correspondents are to be believed, it is chiefly to fit himself with a 
pair of boots that the bold trooper of Rebeldom visits us. He rides 
up, as it were, to our very boot-racks, and helps himself. A squad- 
ron of these freebooters tearing away toward the placid Potomac 
after one’ of their successful swoops, presents the weird and remarka- 
ble appearance of a whirlwind of animated boots, spurring recklessly 
at imaginary flanks as they hurtle with supernatural speed to the 
well-known shallows of that protecting river. Styx of old is nothing 
compared to the placid Potomac: tlie souls boated daily by Cuaron 
across the former would make but a small fraction beside the total 
figure of the soles (and uppers) harried over the latter in one “cavalry 
dash.” It is the old story of Booty and the Beast. 

In our private opinion, a day of fasting and humiliation ought at 
once to be appointed on account of ‘“‘Sruart’s Rebel Cavalry ;” be- 
cause, unless something of that kind is done—and soon, mind—our 
men, pay, our very bridadier-generals, even, will have to go down to 
posterity unshoddied and unshod. Let not the theoretical economist 
here interrupt us, and say that as corn will not grow unless fostered 
with a top-dressing of boot, the corps of army chiropodists might, 
under such circumstatces, be dispensed with, and a saving thereby 
effected. It boots neither to us nor any other Union man whether 
such be the case or no, 

Next to a day of humiliation—a twenty-four-hour orgie of ashes on 
the half-shell, sprinkled with fine old wormwood wine of the fruitiest 
vintege—we think the best thing that our Government could do would 
be to sow a few handfuls of swift, prompt cavalry round the army of 
the Potomac. As an astute, in fact we might call him a recondite, 
writer in the Daily Times says, alluding in playful spirits to some of 
our spasmodic iufantry dashes, “they show most conclusively the 
perfect folly of attempting to pursue cavalry with infantry.” 





_ We fully agree with that able writer. 
indeed, a magnificent article in its way : we once witnessed one upon 
& pot of jam, and it is about the reddest spot in our memory. 
But it is well known to all who are versed in the physical sciences, 
to all who have possessed themselves of comparative anatomy, to all 
such reflective men, in fact, as the able writer in the Daily Times, 


A “bold infantry dash ”’ is, 


that the horse, for speed and endurance, far excels the man. Little 
versed as we are in the ways of the sporting world, were we to see 
4 pedestrian running over a wide prairie after a rider upon the siow- 
est mustang that ever was girthed, we would lay our last postage- 
stamp that the latter would get “ there” first. 

If these “ bold cavalry dashes” that we eo often hear of are allow- 
ed to go on, we should not be surprised to hear that ‘‘Sruart’s Rebel 
Cavalry ” had taken Washington some fine morning, and were getting 

UTZE to put their portraits into his big picture in the Capitol with 
one of his bold cavalry dashes. With regard to the rebel horse our 
Motto at present is “ Von Possumus, can’t come it.” Let us get a 
horse for ourselves, and then, laughing at Stuart and his freebooters, 
our war-cry shall be ‘ Caveant, let them cave.” 


VANITY 





Sant 
~ 
J | 


FAIR. x. 


THE GAME 
B—A—G Bag 
Comes in at the fag- 
Kind of each of our warlike despatches 
‘‘The foe's driven back, 
We’re hard on his track, 
Of prisoners we've several batches. 
He’s broken, dismayed, 
Discomfited, flayed ! 
Our cavalry worry and flag him. 
He’s surrounded—outflanked— 
In fact, awfully spanked, 
And to-morrow we'll certainly bag him.” 


L—A—G Lag. 
Soon after this brag, 
News comes that our forces are laggards. 
“Tt is as we feared, 
They have all disappeared— 
Skedaddled—the cowardly ‘ blaggards.’ 
The brave BLATHERSKATE 
Was a few hours too late 
For the Rebs, though he did bully-rag ’em ; 
And we now are advised, 
They are de-mor-al-ized, 
Though we've failed, for the moment, to bag em.” 


OF BAG. 


T—A—G Tag, 
After CHEATHAM and BraG«, 
Is the order at this present writing. 
“ Our men—well in hand- 
An invincible band, 
Press on, all impediments slighting ; 
But the enemy’s rear 
We can’t see, far or near— 
Would that into the toils we could drag him. 
But he gives us, alack! 
"Stead of battle, the ‘sack’; 
Why don’t he remain till we bag him ?” 
G—A—G Gag 
How long shall our flag 
Be the scapegoat of humbug and blunder 
Our soldiers are trumps, 
But we've too many gumps 
With straps on their shoulders, by thunder ! 
And ‘O dear! what a scrape 
We are in with “ 
axe-grinders—would we could gag ’em. 


red tape,” 


And with 


Were we well rid of these 
We'd soon bring to their knees 
All the Union-dissolvers, and bag ’em. 
a ae 
ANAGRAMMATICAL 
Tue Annagrammatist must be a person of a very peculiaily 
constituted mind, as well as physically abnormal. His food, on¢ 


would think, must principally consist of printers’ pi, from the eager 
manner in which he rushes to transpose and capsize the typographi- 
cal arrangement of any word or phrase that catches his fancy. We 
were intimately acquainted with an anagrammatist who was so en- 
thusiastic about transposing everything, that he had all his teeth 
drawn and set back again in an array of ingenious disorder, with his 
eye-teeth sticking out immediately under his nose; and we have 
heard, somewhere, of another, who is now serving out a penal term 
in a lunatic asylum, for going about at night with a pot of paint and 
a brush, and anagrammatizing the names over the shop-doors of re- 
spectable citizens. 

One such will come to you recklessly and without remorse, and, 
taking “Swedish Nightingale” to pieces before your face, will recon 
struct it into “Sing high, sweet Linda”’—which seems a somewhat 
equivocal compliment to ‘Sweet Linda,” by the bye, like unto the 
“louder!” shouted at some public orator by an impatient mob. He 
then will insidiously convince you of Signora GUERRABELLA, whose 
name he twists into the slightly ungrammatical, although otherwise 
correct assertion that “Our G. BELLA are a singer.” 

These things, of course, cannot be done without an immense con- 
sumption of opium, gas, alcohol, midnight oil, tobacco, coffee, Cay- 
enne pepper, and other taxable articles. On this account it is me 
lancholy to reflect that as we have more taxes tacked on to us we 
shall have fewer anagrammatists. They are a cheerful, roystering, 
rakish, bacchanalian set of Robin Goodfellows, and we ean but ill 
afford to dispense with them. 
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THE LEVELLING INFLUENCE OF “SHIRT-SLEEVES.” 


Stranger, (addressing gentlemen in waiting.)—“ Now THEN, WHICH OF YOU LAZY RAZOR-STRAPPERS IS GOING TO SHAVE ME?” * 

















.OUR HEROES. 
L 


Tatk! Talk! Talk! Talk! 

See the windy heroes stalk! 

All with martial words on fire ; 
All with livers white with ire; 
Dreadful in their dens they fight— 
Write! Write! Write! Write! 


Il. 


GREELEY, BennEtT, Gopwin, Brooks, 
Raymonp, WALLIs, Jenkins, SNooxs— 
None so valiant since the fall !— 
Pen-and-paper heroes, all ! 

Each one wields his gray-goose quill— 
Spill! Spill! Spill! Spill! 


Ii. 


O the glory of the show ! 

O the terror of the foe! 

While the nation bleeds and dies, 
Laud their prowess to the skies! 
Fear they flout and danger mock— 
Talk! Talk! Talk! Talk! 


IV. 


Chant we now their loftier claims— 
How they call each other names; 
How they flash, and slash, and crash ; 
How they dash, and mash, and smash ; 
Cracking each the other’s nob— 
Daub! Daub! Daub! Daub! 


Vv. 


Have they something real to do, 
Something useful, something true, 
Something planned in prudent mood, 


For the suffering nation’s good? 
Yes, indeed: they’ll save the State: 
Prate! Prate! Prate! Prate! 


VI. 


Honor be to tongue and sound! 
Pass the stirring words around! 
Rebels crushed in sixty days— 

All creation in a blaze— 

Let FREMONT but pull the trigger— 
Nigger! Nigger! Nigger! Nigger! 


vi. 


Ah! it is a pleasing thing 

Of such precious souls to sing; 

Men who, fearsome in the fray, 

Save their country every day. 
Heroes skilled with mud and chalk— 
Talk! Talk! Talk! Talk ! 


—— 
——— 





* Put that in your Pipe.” 


AN ingenious citizen of Buffalo is said to have invented a new to- 
bacco-pipe, one of the advantages belonging to which is that the 
smoke passes through cotton before it reaches the mouth. This is 
supposed to purify it; but smokers will have to be careful as to the 
quality of the cotton used by them. Gun-cotton, for instance, would 
not be a safe article for the purpose; while any kind of cotton that 
had been kept long in store would be apt to impart a baleful flavor 
to the other weed. This pipe, however meritorious it may be, would 
not answer, just now, for the English market. The cotton would be 
cribbed out of it in no time, especially in Lancashire, and all hands 
piped to splice the main brace on the strength of the supply. Should 
these pipes take the public fancy here, it is likely that there will be 
a great demand for cotton gin, as the most appropriate moistener for 
the new clay. 
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OUR NATIONAL TROUBLES. 


| October 25, 1862. VANITY FAIR. 


— 


~ Traces of Red Tape. 


Great complaints are constantly made by 
our army surgeons with regard to the inefii- 
cient, not to say atrocious, mismanagement of 
the ambulances. We understand that the 
vehicles in question are constantly upsetting, 
in consequence of an order of the War De- 
partment that they must be attached to the 

}horses with traces of red tape—which is a 

|very bad material for that purpose, or any 

jother. Had we our own way for about half- 

an-hour, we would abolish every trace of red 

tape in every Government Department, and 
® |snuff the red tapers out. 





—_ 


* Bellows to Mend!’ 


Tue Rev. Dr. BetLows calls Horatio Sry- 
MOUR a ‘political miscreant.” 

Is not such a blow as this from a Bellows 
rather strong? The Bellows is a very excel- 
lent thing in its way, quite an institution, in 
fact; but it were better to put it away on 
the shelf, altogether, than to use it for fan- 
ning up the already too lambent flame of po- 
litical feud. 

- > 


A Chance for General Greeley. 





Tue aitention of the gallant Brigadier 

whose name appears in our head-line is re- 
ispectfully reouested to the following para- 
|} graph : 
} “Ten thousand dark overcoats which had been 
| made for the regiments just raised in this State, have 
| been condemned at Gov. ANDREW’s request, as they 
| were found to be utterly worthlesa.” 

These overcoats would just suit General 
GREELEY’s “brave army” of 900,000 men. 
They are “ dark”—and the GREELEY 900,000 


Beauty.—“ Anp wuy, Mr. Sowpkins, oH! SAY WHY, THIS RUINOUS INCREASE UPON YOUR PRICE FOR|are kept remarkably dark, likewise. They 


GLOVEs ?” 


The Beast.—“ ALONG or THE Tax, Miss. Tutnes 1s mixep. Kips Is CONSIDERED A MANUFACTURE, |eral’s war tactics; and we 
FOR INSTANCE, WHILE PIG-IRON AIN'T.” (Sensation-burst from Sumpkins’s young man, who always|ten thousand of them, or less 


melts at the sight of lovely woman’s tears.) 


Cases of Real Hardship. 


YEARS ago there was a body of men in this city whose duty was 

to maintain the peace. They had no sinecure, as may easily be sup- 
posed, and yet after generations of tough duty, they were turned 
out of office without receiving any pay. These men are now known 
as the ‘Old Police”’—-an appropriate designation, as few of them 
can be under a hundred years of age. Now and then they are re- 
ferred to in the papers as wonderfully sanguine patriarchs, still hoping 
for their arrears of pay. 
_ Ivis now widely stated that a similar tardiness of payment exists 
in our army, and that many regiments have not been paid since the 
first of June. This is a sort of thing to which it were about time to 
put a full stop; unless, indeed, the military authorities wish to emu- 
late our civil ones, by handing down to posterity an army of Patriot 
Patriarchs, tottering about on crutches, weak on their ‘‘pins,” but 
strong in their hopes of receiving their “ arrears of pay.” 


De 
Patent Physique. 


SmncE the introduction of the “‘New Gymnastics,” it is wonderful 
the number of Milos, and Herculeses, and Spartacusses who have 
already developed great muscular ability and distinguished them- 
selves as first-rate athletes. Dr. Dia Lewis, the originator of this 
great movement—or, rather, of these great movements, for there are 
several hundred of them—may well be set down as one of the mo- 
dern benefactors of the American human race. But he has some- 
thing to be answerable for, as well, on the score of things resulting 
from his system. At a restaurant, for instance, we were told that 
pork-and-beans is no longer a luxury within the reach of all, beans 
having gone up in the market to an unprecedented extent, in conse- 
quence of the demand in which they are for making the bean-bags 
used in the New Gymnastics. 








are ‘utterly worthless”—just like the Gen- 
think that about 
, would be quite 
Eh, General ! 





sufficient for the present. 


Another item for which the Doctor should be made responsible is 
the boarding-house looking-glass. Several hundred of these objects 
of vertu have lately been more or less damaged by the transit through 
them of stray dumb-belis—articles that are subject to flying off at a 
tangent when the performer is describ difficult parabolas with 
them. Not many days ago a young man, lately quite notorious for 
weak knees and a general flaccidity of physique, did wonders on a 
couple of months’ practice with the dumb-bells recommended by Dr. 
Lewis. He smote, stove in, and severely battered a rather ungen- 
tlemanlike person who called vpon him with unseasonable enquiries 
as to his income, and a view to levying the tax uponit. It is but 
fair to state that the improved young man had his dumb-bells in his 
hands when he struck the decisive blows. They were only two- 
pound dumb-bells, indeed, which the | } heavy enough 
for any man; doubtless the tax-collector tl o, too. Nomencla- 
ture is already beginning to taste the influence of the muscular move- 
ment; as an instance of which we may state that the homeopathic 
doctor who lives next door tells us that he intends to have his next 
baby christened Biceps, if it should happen to be “ one of the boys.” 


yoctor says ar 


—_ 
Hearse-Soldiers 


that the rebel 
ually stopped a 


Ir is stated upon what seems to be good autl 
cavalry, on their late invasion of Pennsylvania, ¢ 
funeral and stole the horses from the car of death! 

After this, we think that the gallant actors in thi 
should be known as ‘“‘ Sruart’s Heavy Hearsemen.” 


; melodrama 


—_> 
Carmen to Pheebus. 


PuotocrapHers do a Driving busin« 


days—Cart photo- 
graphs all the time. 
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PASS THE HAT .ROUND. 


We see nothing in the prospect of winter tiles, or styles, that would justify us in retracting the 
conviction already expressed by us that hatters have well been selected by the proverb-maker to 
typify the abstract idea of insanity. Distortion is the conspicuous vice of the autumnal head-gear, 
blue its prevailing color. Formerly, ere street boys had acquired that elegant and subdued tone 
for which they are now so much distinguished, they used to deride obscenely the luckless wight 
who had the hardihood to top himself with the first white hat of the season. He was charged 
with having appropriated a gander, a donkey, and other live stock. Thefts of sundry inanimate 
objects, such as bacon, were also imputed to him, and suspicions of ultra radicalism were thrown 
recklessly at his teeth. Nothing cau be more characteristic of the refined reticence that marks 
the modern street boy, than the fact of his ability to resist the temptation of hurling sharp invec- 
tive at the autumnal hat of the period. We have not once heard the wearer of the blue wide- 
awake interrogated as to whether he had been standing upon his head in an indigo vat. The 
sobriquet of “blue-top” has not, that we know of, been as yet affixed to any gentleman who 
chooses to adorn himself with a cerulean castor. His integrity has not become a subject for sus- 
picion.: All this, indeed, is charming—but the hat! the hat! 

The lymphatic tendcncy of the hatter extends itself, naturally, to the wearer of the hat, whose 
head, indeed, could not be expected to be all right under the circumstances. We are looking, 
daily, for the appearance, on Broadway, of a flaming, scarlet bat, like that of a cardinal. The 
New-York swell, gifted as he is with all the cardinal virtues—and more too—ought seriously to 
move in the matter of the cardinal hat. Red is quite as good a color as blue; even better, some- 
times, as in the case of the postage-stamp. Autumnal-tints are upon us, and we call upon the 
hatter to invite us with a maple-leaf hat. 


Rather Mixed. 


REALLY the local nomenclature developed 
to our wondering senses by the war-corre. 
spondents is bewildering to one’s mind. Down 
there in Virginia, for instance, they have a 
Centreville and they have a Middleburgh— 
the two names being a jumble of English, 
French, and German to express one and the 
same idea. It is perplexing to the imagina- 
tion to think that while Centreville may be 
the middle of some district, Middleburgh may 
be the centre of the same. 


a 


Spiritual Consolation. 


A LEARNED Doctor, writing in one of the 
religious papers, warns good people that “ten 
persons die prematurely of too much food, 
where one dies of drink.” Another learned 
Doctor announces that “ improper drinking of 
water has killed thousands.” Putting this 
and that together, V. F. concludes that the 














safest way is to stick to spirits. To ardent 
souls, this view of the subject is full of conso- 
lation. 

——— aa 


All Is Well. 


A sHoRT time ago “ Mrs. L. Marra Cum” 
informed the President of the United States 
that “‘God had placed him at the head of a 
great nation at a crisis when its free institu- 
tions are in extreme peril from enemies with- 
in and without.” It appears, however, that 
“Mrs, GAGE” has since gone to Hilton Head 
“to make a thorough examination of the con- 
traband question ;” even a child can see that 
the Nigger difficulty is, at last, gaged. 

— 
Hard on the Parson. 

“We, too, are suffering in the North,” says 
the Rev. Mr. Brecuer, ‘‘and in the same way 
that we ought to. J accept the punishment.” 
A loftier example of fortitude we cannot re- 
call. Resignation is indeed sublime, when it 
accepts 6000 a year and perquisites, without 
a murmur! 

_— ——— 


AN oil with a bad odor. 





WI ATrEeMPT OF OUR HASHEESH-EATING ARTIST TO ILLUSTRATE THE ‘* Fat.” sTyLe or Har. Train. 








THE SPIRIT OF THE CAMP. 
‘. 

Kine Atconot, cohol, cohol, 

King Alcohol, coho! 

Stand forth and say, you ancient curse, 

Why fall you, thus, from bad to worse 

As through the camp you go 

Wo! 
As through the camp you go? 


IL 


Time was when brigadiers, adiers, 
Their merry men could show 
That genial bumpers, at the feast, 
The pith of heart and hand increased, 
But that was long ago 

Wo! 
But that was long ago. 


III, 


For nothing now-a-days, a-days, 
Doth wicked sutler stow 
To aggravate the soldier’s thirst 
But pyrotechnic brands accurst 
Such as are quaffed below 

Wo! 
Such as are quaffed below. 





A New Spirit-Medium. 

IMMENSE excitement is prevailing in medical circles, in consequence 
of the following announcement : 

“ A physician at one of the Paris hospitals has just cured a case of delirium tre- 
mens brought on by excessive drinking, by the singular remedy of subjecting the 
patient to the constant influence of the vapor of spirits.” 

This experiment has already been tried, in this city, upon seventy- 
two medical students of delirium-tremendous habits. Forty of these 
declared that they “ felt better,” after having been subjected to the 
application of the condensed fire-water for a couple of hours; but it 
is proper to state that, in all of these cases, there was a continual de- 


, mand for more lemons, sugar, and hot water, while a very powerful 


odor of tobacco-smoke pervaded the apartment to which the patients 
were confined. We do not, of course, mean to insinuate that these 
young gentlemen converted the alcoholic fluid into punch instead of 
“ vapor”—but then they certainly said that tley “felt better,” which 
is what people generally say in moments of conviviality. The other 
students were variously affected by the “ vapor,” some of them aing- 
ing songs under the influence of it, while others broke the furniture. 
A venerable physician states that there is nothing new in the appli- 
cation of vapor as a cure for the consequences of drink, hardly any- 
thing being more common than to hear a drunkard say that he “must 
keep the steam up or die.” 


—_— 
— 


Financial. 
Ir was not Captain Currix, we think, who said, “ When you find 
& paper, make a Note of it”’—but whoever did say it, knew prevly 
well that two and two make four. 
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A REBEL RAID INTO NEW-JERSEY. 


ARIOUS rumors 
were afloat, yes- 
terday, in the 
neighborhood of 
Communipaw, 
N. J., with regard 
to a cloud, of dust 
seen moving in 
the direction of 
that place by a 
boy who happen- 
ed to be seated 
upon a road-side 
fence, whittling a 
switch of  dog- 
wood with an old, 
two-bladed knife 
brass-mount- 
ed one, we think 
our reporter stat- 
ed. 

The boy, on be- 
ing brought be- 
fore the authori- 

ties of the place, cried a good dea! at first, and stated, gratuitously, 
that his parents were, although afilicted with comparative destitu- 
tion, persons of unimpeachable integrity. is father, as our reporter 
ascertained, is a designer of shoe-pegs—his mother an embroiderer of 
bass-wood mats. He has cousins in the cranberry business, and one 
of his aunts is married to a most respectable hogs-bristles-for-shoe- 
makers refiner, living in the English Neighborhood 

On being asked to describe the cloud seen by him, the boy said 
that he thought it must have been made by horses. There were 
horses’ heads sticking out of one end of it, and horses’ tails out of the 
other. The horses’ heads were sticking out of the end nearest to 
Communipaw. 

The boy had negiected to count the horses’ tails, for which he was 
severely reprimanded by the first person of Communipaw. He also 
had his hair pulled by a brother-in-law of the oldest inhabitant of 
Communipaw, for having omitted to count the horses’ heads. 

On account of the confused character of the evidence elicited from 
the boy, after a cross-examination of seven hours, it was deemed 
proper by the authorities to have him locked up for the night. The 
constable of Communipaw was then ordered to a large boulder, from 
which there is a view of the country for miles around ; but as it came 
on to rain immediately after he was posted there, and continued to 
rain at the time our reporter left, of course nothing like a cloud of 
dust had made its appearance. 

The fact of the horses’ heads being toward Communipaw, however, 
has convinced the authorities of that place that the cloud of dust seen 
by the boy contained Stuart's rebel cavalry, on their way to murder, 
pillage, devastate, and burn up the community. 

They have made their preparations accordingly. 


—h 


es 


Eccentricities of ** No. 290.’’ 


A CORRESPONDENT of the New-York Herald gives some interesting 
particulars about the officers of the piratical cruiser Alabama, or 
Wo. 290. The captain waxes his moustache; the officers, when 
plundering a ship, reject brown sugar, appropriating the best loaf, 
only, and they all wear white kid gloves. 

We think there is something appropriate in the wax attributed to 
the captain: he is likely to find a bee in his ear some fine morning. 

With respect to sugar, it is quite natural that the officers of No. 
290 should prefer the loaf. There is loafing by sea as well as by 
land; and half a loaf is better than no sugar. 

The white kid gloves are very easily accounted for. They are 
evidently worn as a tribute to the memory of the lamented Captain 
Kipp, of piratical renown, their whiteness being emblematical of th« 


immaculate character usually enjoyed by corsairs and other highwa} 
men. 
—— 


A Clerical Error. 


AccorpinG to the reporters, the members of the Episcopal Con- 
vention had a merry time of it last Thursday. The Tribune, speak- 
ing of these reverend gentlemen, says that they went to Blackwell’s 
Island with Mr. Smmzon Draper, and that, while there, “they drank, 
speechified, and were merry '—which is just the kind of amusement 
for which many a poor fellow has been sent “ up to the Island” from 
Special Sessions. The Zribune reporter does not mention that the 
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reverend conventioners had anything to eat during their little spree, 
which leads his readers to suppose that drink was a primary object 
of the excursion. What seems to corroborate this is the statement 
attributed by the 7ribune reporter to Judge CHAMBERS, who told the 
reverend conventioners, in an explanatory way, that “he had left 
the house on the previous night not to destroy a quorum, but to get 
sleep.” Here we think we discover a misprint in the Tribune report. 
Did not Judge CHAmBers make use of the expression ‘‘jorum,” in- 
stead of “quorum?” The idea of his unwillingness to fall under the 
execrable suspicion of being a spoil-sport, a man who objected to 
any further allowance of ‘‘ cakes and ale,” would have been quite in 
harmony with the Zribune’s general idea on the subject of rollicking 
conventions, We are quite satisfied that ‘‘jorum” must have been 
the word made use of by Judge CoamBers—a “jorum of punch.” 
There is evidently either a clerical error in the case, or a typographi- 
cal one—a matter which ought to be settled between the reverend 
conventioners and the reporter of the 7'’ribune. 


er 


JONATHAN AT HOME (WOUNDED). 


My gran’sir’ sot a-leanin’ on his cane, 

And dad sot readin’ aéut the furrin noos 
That told haéw Garrybaldigh ’d fit in vain, 
And JEss sot hummin’ some old hur 

And all on us had the bleiies 


a - 
ISICK Strain, 


The tears went tricklin’ daéwn my gran’sir’s cheek 
And dad’s voice trimbled as he read along 
Slower and slower; and when he come to speak 
Of hadw the hero ’d got so thin and weak, 
Jess he wound off his song 


“‘T wouldn’t ’a’ hed him ketched for all I’m worth!’’ 
Sed he, a-givin’ the table a mighty blow: 
“I wouldn’t ’a’ hed him hurt for all the arth |” 
Said gran’sir’, with a great thump on the h’arth, 
And he coughed till I thought he’d go. 


“ Well, Jon’than, haéw d’ye feel to-night?” said dad, 
A-turnin’ radéund, (I ain’t in fust-rate trim ;) 
“* Pll tell you haéw I feel,” says I; ‘‘’f I had 
Six hundred lives—and woozen’t quite so bad— 
I’d give ’em all for him !” 


Jess he'd be’n follerin’ on where dad had read, 
When up he jumped—sech joy you never saw !— 
And wavin’ the paper radund and raéund his head, 
“* He’s comin’ here! he’s comin’ here !” he said— 
“‘He’s comin’ to fight! hurraw!” 


** JESS, is that treue ?” says gran’sir’, turnin’ w’ite, 
And risin’ smarter than he'd done for years, 
** Is Garrybaldigh comin’ here to fight ? 
By heavens an’ ’arth! I wish I hed my sight! 
I'd j’ine the volunteers !” 


“ Jon’than, git well!” said Jess, ’badut haif in fun, 
His eyes a-shinin’ like two specks o’ flame-- 
“ Im goin’ back with ye !”—‘‘ God bless ye, son,” 
Said dad, “I know ye’il die afore ye’ll run! 
I wish I wasn’t lame!” 


“ Boys,” said my gran’sir’, feelin’ for his chair, 


“Old as I am, ef I could see one mite, 
I’d up an’ foot it, almost anywhere 
To see him meet McClellan! may God spare 
You all to see that sight !” 


That name—McClellan—-sot me off, like scat! 
It always duz! I hedn’t no more pain: 
‘* Til be there, sure!” says I. ‘‘ Jess, where’s my hat?” 
But all to once I ’come’s blind ’s a bat, 
As ef 1'd be’n shot again. 


The next I know’d, there me and dad and Jess 
Wooz on our knees fore gran sir’, in the smoke: 

His tremblin’ han’s wooz raised, his sons to bless: 

And what he said, it woozu’s hard to guess, 
Though his tears wooz all that spoke. 
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VANITY FATR. [October 25, 1862, 


The Great Issue and the Little, 
WE are continually hearing, now-a-days, of 
zi “the great issue in New-York.” What can 
ate RY 83 d : the expression mean? Surely it can have no 
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LATEST FROM ETHIOPIA. 


reference to the issue of new currency, which 
is anything but “ great.” 


———$—$—$—$—$—$—— a ————______. 


Bragg-adocio. 


It is a way with rebel newspaper men to 
talk furiously about the “ boastful Yankees,” 

The boast is not all on our side, though, 
Anybody who takes the trouble to examine 
the Richmond papers, just now, will find that 
they are very full of Brace. 


<a 


Needle and Thread. 


Q. Wuat surgical instrument ought one to 
carry who would thread nimbly the precipi- 
tous paths leading to a cascade ? 

A. A Cataract needle. 


——$ $a. 


“Toll for the Brave.” 


On the recent raid of the Confederate cay- 
alry into Pennsylvania, it appears that they 
actually rode up to the Pittsburgh Pike. 

This appears to us to be a fitting subject 
for military investigation. There must have 
been something wrong with the Pikeman of 
Pittsburgh Pike, or else he would have put 
his Pike through some of the rebel rascals 
who had the audacity to ride up toit. It 
may be, however, that be tolled them to go 
away and they went. 


citi 
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Touch and Go. 


; Tom.—’Say, Pomp, A ’LIABLE DARKEY TELL ME JusT Now pat Jerr Davis ‘cwixk To TaLLiATe| A RURAL paper says that the Rev. Mr. 
BOUT DE PRESIDENT’S PROCLAMATION—HE GWINE TO DECLARE ALL DE NIGGERS IN DE NorF Starss| BEECHER “always strikes the hot iron at the 


SLAVES ARTER DE FUST OB JANWERY NEXT.” 
Pomp.—“ Bress vs Aut |” 





right moment.” Particularly, we suppose, at 
the right moment for burning his own fingers. 








THE CRISIS. 


Wuitz financial storms are brewing, 
Speculators have their day ; 

Go who will to rack-and-ruin, 
Rack-and-manger men are they. 

Up goes flour—with store and warehouse 
Crammed to bursting; coal the same— 

Yards are full, but prices scare us, 

Goal merchants, in mercy spare us! 
Add not fuel to the flame. 


Meanwhile Government contractors 
Flay us—much too mild is fleece; 
Factors !—call them malefactors— 
May they by the rope decease. 
Men grown pursy with fat jobbing, 
Elbow honest sons of Trade : 
Golden calves made rich by robbing, 
To whom empty heads are bobbing ; 
Dross—in honor’s balance weighed. 


Very patient are the masses, 

Humbugged upon every hand, 
Issachars—we won’t say asses— 

See them midst their burdens stand. 
Is’t uot sad, that speculation, 

Fraud, and ignorance should wrong 
A great, gencrous, trustful nation, 
Laboring hard for self-salvation, 

Battling for it well and long ? 


Such a People, O ye rulers! 
Worthy are of kindest care, 
They’re no fretful, thin-skinned pulers, 
Like true men they dare and bear. 
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But they’re shrewd, they take the papers, 
Do SmitH, JENKINS, Brown, and JONES; 
Well they know that idle vapors 
Are the schemes of mere red-tapers, 
Ay, they “feel it in their bones.” 


i 
OUR BOOK REVIEW. 


The Knickerbocker Magazine. New-York : Krvauan Cornwatus, 
37 Park Row. 


A new series of the venerable New-York Monthly Magazine, fa- 
miliarly known as “Old Knick.” Number 1 comes out in a very 
neat form, under the auspices of the new Editor and Proprietor, Mr. 
KINAHAN CORNWALLIS. Why did tbe proprietor exchange the time- 
honored violet covers, though, for the pale, wan garb in which the 
Magazine now appears? And yet we should hail the change with 
satisfaction, as a guarantee that, come what will, the publication 1s 
not likely to meet with a violet death. 


The Rebellion Record. New-York: G. P. Purwam, 532 Broadway. 


This number of the Record presents its public with an excellent 
portrait of the lamented Pumir Kearney. The other steel-engraving 
has for its subject no less a person than Tom Jackson, generally 
known and respected as “Stonewall” JacKSON—a sobriquet confer- 
red upon hin, possibly, from the fact that his deeds have usually 
been of a Boulder character than those of the other rebel chiefs. 

N.B.—This, we believe, is the first time the above joke has ap 
peared in print; in connection with which we may mention. that the 
above-mentioned books are always to be seen at the Mercautile Li- 
brary in Astor Place. 
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Drawinas of which the perspective is rather shaky. 
The Officials Drawings of Lotteries. 








Joun A. GraY, Printer, Fire-Proof Buildings, 16 and 18 Jacob Street corner Frankfort, N.Y. 























